
55 The Tragedy of Othello 

To pat him totill thinking. 

Em. Ishcnotiealous? 

Def. Who he ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne. 

Drew? all fuch humors from hi n. Enter Othello. 

Em. Looke where he comes. 

Def I will not leaas him now, 

Till Cafsio be catd to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Otb. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to differoblc : 

How doe you Defdemona ? 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Otb Giue me your hand,this hand is moift my Lady. 

Def It yet has felt no age, nor knowne no forrow. 

Oth. This argues fruitful tie ife and liberal! heart! 

Hot,hot,and moyft,this hand of yours requires 
A fcqueftcr from liberty ’• fading and praying, 

Much caftigation.exercife dcuout 5 

For here’s a young and fweating deuill here,. 

That commonly rebels : tisa good hand, 

A franke one. 

Def You may indeed fay fo. 

For twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands, 

But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def. I cannot fpeake of this ; come now your promife. 

Oth. What promife chucke ? 

Def I haue lent to bid Cafsto come fpeake with you. 

Oth. I haue a fait and fullen rhumc offends me. 

Lend me thy handkerchiefe. 

Def Here my Lord. 

Oth . That whkhlgaue you. 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Othi Not. 

Def. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth Thats a faults chat handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a Charmcr.and could almoft rcade ’ 

The thoughts ot people \ fhe told her while fhe kept it* 

T would make her amiable, and fubdue my father _• 



mm 











the zTvf oore of Ve n ice, 57 

Intlrcly to her loue : But if fhe loft it, 

0r W ade a gift of it ; my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits-fhould hunt 

After new fancies ; She dying, gaue it me. 

And bid me, when my fate would haue me wiue. 

To giue it her ; I did fo, and take heed ©n’t, 

Make it a darling, like your precious eye, 

Toloofe,or giue’e a way, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match. 

Def. rftpoflible? 

Otb. Tis true.thct’s magicke in the web of it, 
ftSybdl that had nutnbred in the world, 

The Sun to courfe two hundred compares, 

Inher prophetique fury, Cowed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the filke, 

And it was died in Mummy, which the skilful! 

Conceruc of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed, i’ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable, therefore looke to’t well. 

Def Then would to God that I had neuer feene it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore ? 

Def. W hy doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and rafli ? 

Oth. I’ft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 

Def Bldfevs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loftjbut what and if it were ? 

Oth . Ha. 

Def I fay it is not loft, 

Oth. Fctch’t,!ct me fee it, 

Def Why fo I can fir,bat I will not now, 

This is a tricke,to put me from my fuite, 

I pray let Cnfsie be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchiefe, my mind mifgiuef, 

De. Coroe, come,you’i neuer meet a more Efficient math 
Oth . The handkerchiefe. 

Def. A man, that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue. 

Shar’d dangers with you, 

H a ' Otf. 
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